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Tue STORY or 


LOUISA VENONI. 


+ 


I: we examine impartially that eftimate of plea- 


fure, which the higher ranks of fociety are apt to 
forin, we fliall probably be furprifed to find how 
little there is in it either of natura) feeling or real 
fatistaction, Many arafhionable voluptuary, who 
has not totally blunted his tafte or his judgment, 
will own, in the intervals of recollection, how 
often he has fuffered from the inlipidity, or the 
pain of his enjoyments 5 and that, if it were not 
for the fear of being laughed at, it were fome- 
times worth while, even on the {core of pleaiure, 
to be virtuuus. 

Sir E.lward ———, to whom I had the pleafure 
of being introduced at Florence, was a character 
much beyoad that which dittinguifhes the gene— 
rality of Englifh travellers of fortune. His fto- 
ry was known to fome of his countrymen who 
then relided in Italy 5 from one of whom, who 
could now and then talk of fomething belide 
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pictures and operas, I pad a particular #ecital 


of it. 
He had been firfl abroad at an early period of 
if¢. foon afier the death of his father pad left 
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matter ofa very large eftate, whiéh h-'had 
good fortune, to inherit, and all the inclina- 
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the manfion, whol name was Venni, wax pare 
tieularly moved with it. He applied himfeif 
mamediately to the care of the franger, and, 
with the affifance of his daughicr, who had left 
ce Mie was engaced in, with great mark: of 
on, A Sir F.tward to fenfe and 
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had never given her before, when they were 
praifed by Sir Fdu ard: and the family concerts 
of Venoni were very different from wpat they had 
formerly been, w hen once his gueft was fo far 
recovered as tobe able tojoininthem, The flute 
of Venoni excelled all the other mulic of the val- 
ley 3 his daughter's Mmte was much beyond it; 
Sir Edward's violin was finer than cither. But 
his converfation with Lew:/a—it was that of a fu 
perior order of beings !—icience, tatte, fe ntiment! 
—it waslong fince Louifahad heard thefe founds; 
amid{c the ignorance of the valicy, it was luxury 
to hear them ; from Sir Edward, who was one of 
the mot engaging figures I ever faw, they were 
doubly delightful. In his countenance, there 
was always an expreffion, animated and interett- 
ing ; his ficknefs had owercome fomewhat of the 
firtt, but greatly added to the power cf the 
latter. 

Lu‘fa’s was no lefs captivating—and Sir Ea 
ward had not feen it fo long without emotion, 
During his illmefs he thought this emuvtion but 
gratitude 5 and, when it frit grew warmer, he 
checked it, from the thoughts of her fituation, 
and of the debi he owed ber. But the ftruggie 
was teo inefiectual to overcome, and, of conie- 
queuce, encreafed his pailion,. Thei ¢ was but 

way in which the pride of Sir Edward allows 

iis being gratified. He fometimes thought 

is a5 a bafe and unworthy one ; but he was 

¢ fool of words which he had often de {pited, 

he flave of manners he had often condemned. 

be at laft comp: aanifed matters with himfelf; 

refolved, if he could, to think no more of 

13 at any rate, to think no more of the ties 
pratitude, or the reftraints of virtue. 

, , who trufied to both, now communicate 
si to Sir Li/ward an important fecret. Lt wasat 
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the clofe of a piece of mufic, which they had 
been playing inthe abfence of her father. She 
took up her,Jute, and touched a litt'e wild me= 
jancholy air, which fhe had compofed to the me= 
mory of her mother, ‘* That,” faid fhe “ no- 
body ever heard except my fath r+ | play it 
fometimes when lL am alone, and in low fpi- 
rits. I don’tknow how I came to think of 
itnow; yet [have fome reafon to be fad.” 
Sir Edwerd prefled to know the caufe; after fome 
hefitatien fhe told it all. Her father had fixed 
on the fon of a neighbour, rich in pofleffions but 
rude in manners, for her hufband. Againft this 
match fhe had always protcftcd as ftrongly, asa 
fenfe of duty, and the mildnefs of her nature, 
would allow 3; bat Venoni was obftinately bent 
on the match, and fhe was wretched from the 
thoughts of it.—‘*‘ To marry where one cannot 
“ love, to marry fuch a man, Sir Edward!’* 
lt was an opportunity beyond his power of refift- 
ance. Sir Edward preffed her hand; faid it 
would be profanation to think of fuch a marriage; 
praifed her beauty, extolled her virtues; and 
concluded, by fwearing, that he adored her. She 
beard him with unfufpecting pleafure, which 
her blufhes could ill conceal. Sir Eduwerd im- 
proved the favourable moment; talked of the 
ardency of his paflion, the inligniticancy of cere=- 
monies and forms, the incfhcacy of \egal engage= 
menis, the eternal duration of ihofe dictated by 
loxe ; and, in fine, urged her going off with him, 
to crown both their days with happinefs.  Lewi/a 
farted at that propotal. She wouil have re- 
proached him, but her heart was not made for ir 5 
the could only weep. 
They wer€ interrupted by the arrival of her 
father, with his intended fon-in-iaw. He was 
joh fuch aman as Low/a had represented hinr, 
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coarfe, vulgar, and ignorant. But Venoni, though 
much above their neighbour in every thing but 
riches, looked on him as poorer men often ‘look 
on the wealthy, and difcovered none of his impér- 
fections. He took his daughter afide, told her he 
had brought her future huiband, and that he in- 

tended they fheould be married in a week at 
fartheft 

Next morning Loui/a was indifpofed, and kept 
her chamber. Sir Ldward was now perfectly ree 
covered. He was engaged to go out with Vencnis 
but, before his departure, he took up his violin, 
and touched a few plaintive notes onit. They 
were heard by Lo«i/a. 

In the evening fhe wandered forth to indulge 
her forrows alone. She had reached a fequef- 
tered {pot, where fome poplars formed a thick- 
et on the banks of a little ftream that watered 
the valley. A nightingale was perched on one 
of them, and had already begun its accuftom- 
ed fong. Lowifa fat down on a withered ftump, 
leaning her cheek upon her hand. After a little 
while the bird was fcared from its perch, and 
flitted from the thicket. Lewifa rofe from the 
ground, and burft into tears! She turned—and 
beheld "Sir Edward. His countenance had much 
of its former languor; and, when he took her 
hand, he caft onthe carth a meleneholy look, 
and feemed unable to fpeak his feelings. ‘ Are 
** you not well, Sir Edward ?” {aid Louwifa, with 
a voice faint and broken—“ I am ill, indeed,” 
faid he, ** but my illnefs is of the mind, Leuifa 
*¢ cannot cure me of that. Lam wretched ; but 
“¢ Ldeferve to be fo. I have broken every law 
“¢ of hofpitality, and every obligation of grati- 
“ tude. I have dared to wifh for happ: nefs, 
“¢ and to fpeak what I wiflied, though it wound- 
“¢ ed the heart of my deareft benefactrefs—but f 
“© will make a fevere cxpiation. This momeat ! 
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“ leave you, Leui/a / I go to be wretched, but you 

«“ may be happy, happy in your duty to a father, 
happy, it may be, in the arms of a hufband, 
whom the poffeffion of fuch a wife may teach 
refinement and fenfibility.—I go to my native 
-country, to hurry through fcenes of irkfome 
bufinefs or taftelefs amufement ; that I may, 

“if poffible, procure a fort of half oblivion of 
that happinefs which I have left behind, a lift- 
lefs endurance of that life which Lonce dream= 
ed might be made delightful with Lour/2.” 

Tears were the only anfwer fhe could give. 
Sir Ed-vard’s fervants appeared with a carriage, 
ready for hisceparture. He took from his pock= 
et two pictures 5 one he had drawn of Leni/a, he 
fattened round his neck, and kiffing it with rap= 
ture, hid it in his bofom. The other he held 
out in a hefitating manner. ‘* This,” faid he, 
“if Lovifa will accept of it, may fometimes 
“put her in mind of him who once offended, 
“ who can never ceafe to adore her. She may 
“ Jook on it perhaps, after the original is no 
“ more; when this heart fhall have forgot to 
“love, and ceafed to be wretched.” 

Louifa was at laf overcome, Her face was 
firt pale as death 3 then fuddenly it was croffed 
witha crimfon bluih. “* Oh! Sir Mdward! faid 
fhe, “« What—what would you have me do!”’— 
He eazerly feized her hand, and led her relu@- 
ant, to the carriage. ‘They entered it, and driv- 
ing off with furious fpeed, were foon out of fight 
of thofe hills which paftured the flocks of the 
unfortunate Venoni, 

The virtue of Lou/fa was vanquifhed ; but her 
fenfe of virtue was not overcome. Neither the 
vows of eternal fidelity of her feducer, nor the 
conftant and refpetful attention which he paid 
her during a hurried journey to England, could 
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allay that anguifh which fhe fuffered at the tre 
collection of her — and the thoughts of her 
prefent fituation. Sir Fdward felt ftrongly the 
power of her beauty and of her grief. His heart 
was not made for that part which, it is probable, 
he thought it ‘could } have performed : it was ftill 
fubject to remorfe, to compaffion, and to love, 
Thefe emotions, perhaps, he might foon have 
overcome, had they been met by vulgar violence 
or reproaches ; but the guict and un-upbi ‘aiding 
forrows of Lewifa nour ifhed thofe feelings of ten- 
dernefs and attachment. She never mentioned 
her wrongs in words: femetimes a few ftarting 
tears would fpeak them; and, when time had 
giverher a little more compofure, her lute dif- 
courfed melancholy mutic, 

On their arrival in England, Sir Edward cat 
ried Lwifa to his feat inthe country. There fhe 
was treated with all the obfervance of a wife: 
and had ihe chofen it, might have commanded 
more than the ordinary fpiendour of one. But 
fhe would not allow the indulgence of Sir Z¢ 
ward to blazon with equipage, and fhow tha 
ftate which fhe wifhed always to hide and,if 
poflible, to forget. Her books and her mnfe 
were her only pleafures ; if pleafures they coul 
be called, that ferved but to alleviate mifery 
and to blunt, fora while, the pangs of contri 
tion. 

Thefe were deeply aggravated by recollec- 
tion of her father ; a father left in his age to feel 
his own misfortunes and his daughter's d (grace. 
Sir Edward was too generous not to think of pro 
viding for Ve.onii He meant to make fom 
atonement for the injury he had done him, by 
that cruel bounty which is reparation only 
the bafe, but to the honeit isinfult. He had not, 
however an opportunity of accomplilhing & 
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LOUISA VENONT. aI 
purpofés He had learned that Venoni, foon after 
his daughter’s elopement, removed from his 
former place of refidence, and, as his neighbours 
reported, had died in one of the villages of Sa— 
wy. His daughter felt this with anguifh the 
meft poignant, and her affliction, for a while, 
refuled confolation. Sir Edward’s whole tender- 
nefs and attention were called forth to mitigate 
her grief ; and, after its firft tranfports had fub- 
fided, he carried her to London, in hepes that ob- 
jets new to her, and commonly attractive to all, 
might contribute to remove it. 

With a man poffeffed of feelings like Sir Ed- 
ward’s, the affliction of Loui/a gave a certain re- 
fect to his attentions. He hired her lodgings 
feparate from his own, and treated her with all 
the delicacy of the pureft attachment. But his 
folicitude to comfort and amufe her was not at= 
tended with fuccefs. She felt all the horrors of 
that guilt which fhe now cenfidered, as not only 
the ruin of herfelf, but the murderer of her fa- 
ther. 

In London Sir Edward found his fifter, who had 
married a man of great fortune and high fafhion. 
He had married her becaufe fhe was a fine wo- 
man, and admired by fine men ; fhe had marri- 
¢dhim becaufe he was the wealthieft of all her 
fuitors. They lived, as is common to people in 
fuch a fituation, neceflitous with a princely re- 
venue, and very wretched amidit perpetual 
gaiety. This fcene was fo foreign from the idea 
Sit Edward had formed of the reception his coun— 
try and friends were to afford him, that he found 
aconftant fcene of difguft in the fociety of his 
tuals. In their converfation fantaftic, not refin- 
td, their ideas were frivolous, and their knowledge 
hallow ; ana with all the pride of birth, and in- 
folence of ftation, their principles were mean, 
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and their minds ignoble. In their pretended at- 
tachments, he difcovered only defigns of feififh- 
nefs ; and their pleafures he experienced were gs 
fallaciOus,as their friendfhips. In the fociesy of 
Louifa he found fenfiblity and truth; her's was ue 
only heart that feemed interefted in his welfares 
fhe faw the return of virtue in Sir Edward, and fek 
the friend{hip which he fhewed her. Sometimes, 
when fhe perceived him forrowful, her lute 
would leave its melancholy for more livély 
airs, and her countenance aflume gaiety it was 
not formed to wear. But her heart was break 
ing with that anguifh which her generofity en- 
deavoured to conceal from him ; her frame, too 
delicate for the ftruggle of her feelings, feemed 
to yield to their force: her reft forfook her; 
the color faded in her cheek, the luftre of her 
eyesgrewdim. Sir Edward faw thefe fymptoms 
of decay with the deepeft remorfe. Often did he 
curfe thofe falfe ideas of pleafure which had led 
him to confider the ruin of an artiefs girl, whe 
loved and trufted him, as an object which it was 
lpxury to attain and pride to accomplifh. Oft- 
en did he wifh to blot out from his life a few 
guilty months, to be again reftored to an oppor- 
tunity of giving happinefs to that family, whofe 
unfufpecting kindnefs he had repaid with the 
treachery of arcbber, and the cruelty of an af 
faffin. 

One evening, while he fat in a little parlour 
with Leuifa, his mind alternately agitated and 
foftened with the impreflion, a and organ, of 4 
remarkably fweet tone, was heard in the ftreet, 
ye laid afide her lute, and liftened - the aiss 
it played were thofe of her native country ; and 
a few tears, which fhe endeavoured to hide, 
ftole from her on hearing them. Sir Edward ot- 
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Uered a fervant to fetch the organift into the 
room : he was brought in accordingiy, and {cate 
ed at the door of the apartment. 
He played one or two fprightly tunes 
Lmifa had often danced in her infancy 
herfelf up to the recollection, and her tears how- 
ed without control. Suddenly mufician, 
changing the ftop, introduced a little melan 
choly air of a wild and plaintive kind—Len/a 
farted from her feat, and rufhed up to the ftran- 
ger.—He threw off a tattered coat, and black 
patch. It was her father.——She would have 
fprung to embrace him; he turned afide for a 
few moments, and would not receive her into 
his arms. But nature at la‘t overcame his re= 
fentment ; he burft into tears, and prei¢d to his 
bofom his long-loft daughter. 
Sir Edward ftood fixed in atonifment and con- 
fufion.—*‘ I come not to upbraid you,” faid Ven 
» If am a poor, weak, old man, ucable for 
upbraiding 5 1am come but to find my child, 
to forgive as and to die! When you faw us 
firft, Sir Edward, we were not thus. You 
found us virtuous and happy ; we danced and 
we fung, and there was not a fad heart in the 
valley where we dwelt. Yet we left our 
dancing, our fongs, and our chearfuinefs 5 
you w cre diftreffed, and we pitied you. Since 
that day the pipe has nev er been heard in Ve= 
noni’s fie'ds: grief and ficknefs have almoft 
brought him to the graves and his neighbours, 
who loved and pitied him, have been cheer= 
ful no more. Yet, me thinks, though you 
robbed us of happinefs, you are not happy 5;— 
elie why that dejected look which, amidit all 
the grandeur around you | faw you wear, and 
No. VI. B 
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* thofe tears which, under 3/1 the gaudinefs of 
“ her appare!,! faw the poor deiuded gir) fhed™ 

“ But fhe fhal) fhed no more,” eried 
Sir Edu way “é you thall be happy, and l thai! 
“ be juft. Forgive, my venerable fricnd, the 
«¢ injuries which Lhave done thee : forgive me, 
«omy Leuifa, for rating your excelicnce at 4 
« price fo mean. I have fecn thofe high-bora 
«¢ females to which my rank might have allied 
« me; Iam afhamed of their vices, and fick of 
6c their follies. Proiiigate in their hearts amid 
«c atlected purity, they are flaves to plca‘ure 
<¢ without the fincerity of pation; and, with 
cc the name of honour, are infenfibie to the feel- 
« ings of virtue. You, my Low/a ’—but I will 
sc noi call up recollections that mizht reade: me 
cc lefs worthy of your future efteem.———- Com 
<¢ tinuc te love your Edwerd; but a few novrs, and 
s¢ you fhalladdthe title tn theatfecticrs ofa wile, 
ec let the care and tendernefs of ahufband bring 
ec backits peace to your mind, and its bloom to 
« your check. We will eave for a while the 
se wender and the envy of the fefhionabie cirele 
« here. We will reftore your father to his uative 
«¢ home: under that roof I ihal! once more & 
«¢ happy : happy without ailay, becaufe | shall 
« deferve my happinefs. Again fhai! the pipe 
cc and the dance gladden the valley, and inne 
sc cence and peace beam on the cottage of Ve 
6¢ noni 
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THE CAPTIVE. 


Se 


I SAT down clofe to my table; and, leaning 
my hesd pon my y hat id, l began to figure to my- 
felf the mife of con finement. I was ina 
right frame for j its and fol gave full fcope to 
my imagiuation. 

l was going to begin with the millions 
of my fellow creatures born to no inheritance 
bat ry: but finding, however affecting the 
, that | could not bring it near me 

> multitude of fad groupes in it di 
ine,—k took a fingie Captive; and, 
1g hut him up in his dungeon, I look= 
rough the twilight of his grated door to take 
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CTUre . 
beneld his body half wafted away with 
cpeGtation and confinement, and felt 
nd of ticknefs of the heart it was which 
from © hope deterred.”” Upon looking 
{faw him pale and feveri/h.—In thirty 
eitern breeze had nor once fann’d his 
:——-e had feen no fun, no moon in all 
jige—nor had the voice of friend or kinf- 
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man breathed through his lattice. His children 
but h a e my heart began to bleed—and 
J was forced to go on with another part of the 
po trait. 
He was eg 3 on the ground, upon a little 
ftraw, in the fartheft corner of his dungeon 
which was a! Iternately his chair and bed. A lit- 
tle calendar of {ma}! {ticks were laid at the! cad, 
poiched al! over with the difinal days and nigi bis 
he had paffed ihere. He had one e of these litt le 
fticks in his hand; and, with a rufty nail, he 
was ctching another day of mifery to add to the 
heap. As I darkened the little light he had, he 
lifted up a hopelefs eye towards the door-—- 
hen caf it down,—fhook his pig JP d went 
on with his work of aiiliction. lheard his chaias 
wpon his legs as he iusned his body to lay his 
little ftick upon ihe bundie.—He gave a deep 
figh—I faw the irom enter bis foul—I burft int 


ears I could not fuftais the picture of coa- 
Knement which my fancy had drawa. 


Sieve, 
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“ Curfes blaft thee! pale-faced Savage, 
Ruin feize thy ruthlefs k _ 

Train‘’d to rapine, fkill’d to ravag 
Gan, the God that gr hy m 


o 


alps t mind. 
Now vered men teke your fill, 
ive the {caipin; knife its due, 
ed right arm is bare to kill.— 


my children, this to you. 


the wh te mi an’s brain, 
iirts the ica! p On rn gh ° 
5an does noi wilh ihee pai 
y to death’s ’ dark Cav crm’, ily ! 


went 

haizs See they come! they come to mect us! 
y his vaife the yell thar makes them quake, 
Ceep 1v,—Shail pany white men beat us? 

; inte Men that ¢very blait can fhake ? 


con- 
Men that fear the rufhing rain, 
Men that fear the clouded iky, 
Men that fhrink and howl ar pain, 
Nor knew to triumph when they die. 


Now ye tiger tribes be brave 
Think that Logan fees the fight 5 
Sca!lps on {caips adorn my cave, 
= 9_°@ ’ . 5 ° 
G'ad’ning to my children’s fight. 


Sulph’rous fmokes obfcure the view, 
War the hilis and dales reply. 

Now ye red men, now betrue! 
Ye know to fight! ye dare to die !”” 


Hand tohand the warriors rufh, 
Shouts and yells in echocs die 5 





COLOLoo, 
Tom *hawks cleave, and bay’nets pufh;— 
; ? > j 
They fly ! they fy! the white men fly! 


One brave band alene remains, 
One alone of ali thot band, 
Every fiot and bow futiains, 
Ked iike ours his heavy hand. 
they fink—he’s Icft alone — 
il} our warriors fain the fields 5 


! he falls, but fighting on 
, 
t 


Se 


‘ 


its, and ftill his fword be wields, 


S 
Sec 
S 


Logan feiz’d the brave man’s arm, 
Longing, look’d upon his face; 

Log-n will not do thee berm, 
Tho’ thou art of faithicis race é 


Logan’s fons had been like thee, —— 
White men fhot them from the buh; 

The brave thal! not be harm’d by me.— 
He's dead,—he’s fown—and a!) is hufhe 


None thy beauteous corfe fhall wound ; 
bone thy hairy feaip fhali tear: 
Thor fhait fleey with warriors round, 


Thou the dead-men’s feafi {ha!) fhare. 


Seize the fcalps, and count the flain; 
White-men, weep your brothe.s’ woes! 
saie our dying clicts from pais: 
W hite men learn to fear your foes ! 


So, Logan triumph’d o'er the foe ; 
Logan’s fame was fairly won: 
So, Logen laid the white-men 'ow,—— 
But fet is Logan’s fun. 





€OLOLOO. 
Why bring ye noi tae heated ftone, 
To fear and feam my manly breaft ? 
Why fure the torture is not donc! 
Such pain Colvulog bears in jeit. 


RECITAL. 


Round his head Idiezo hurl’d 
His hatchet keen and good 3 
Whizzing, fierce the weapon whirl'd, 
And guiver’d in the wood. 


Reldor then with fullen ftride, 
His knife was in his hand, 
Advane’d, and thus aloud he cry’d,— 
And cut the twifted band. 


Reldor takes thee for his fon, 
Colwall in battle flain ; 
In many a fight his fame he wen, 


Nor fhrunk from death or pain, —— 


Silent now the warrior train 
Bear the blood-ftain’d chief,— 
No more they weep for Colwall flain,— 
No more is knowmof grief. 
William Dunlap. 














++ 


A gentleman, w hofe property fuffered confilerable damage 
in the recent taji—India war, and who nearly loft his 
life in an attempt to preferve it, left England a few 
years ago, and married the daughter of a rich native 
of Madras. He was at that time engaged to @ 
young Englifa woman, whale death is the jubjed 


‘the hullad of 
JANE or DOVER. 


i 


N ature to Fortune’s partial with 

The matchiefs charms could ne’er difcover 
That wanton’d o’er the faultiefs face 

And graceful form of jana or Dover. 


Her eye exprefs’d the foul of love, 
Blue, downcaft, gay—with peace and youth: 
She lov’d her Grorer, a fond young failor, 
And lov’dhim too with faith and truth. 


For twelve long months fhe had not held 
Her lover to her conflant breaft 5 

And oft intears of tender fear 
For him fhe loft the hour of reft. 





JANE OF DOVER. 


The veffel came—her changing cheek 

Love, Hope, and Tranfport crimfon'd over !— 
he reach’d the fhore, and afk’d the crew 

For Geonce, herdear lov’d Geoxce, or Dover. 


CompafMfion fill’d each pitying eye: 
The rough hard failors, fault’ring faid, 

“* Wefaw, fweet sane, thy falfe love wedded 
“ To a young fplendid Indian maid,” 


Speechlefs fhe pIn’d awhile———her eyes 
The mitts of death came flowly over; 

Heav’n ftruck by war his hopes, who broke 
The tender heart of sane or Dover 


Anon, 














MOUSE’s PETITION. 
Found in a Trap where he had been confined all night, 


++ 


O:: ! hear a penfive prifoner’s prayer, 
For liberty that fighs : 


And never Jet thine heart be fhut 
Againit the wretch’s cries. 


For here forlorn and fad I fit, 
Within the wiry grate: 

And tremble at th’ approaching morn, 
Which brings imspending fate. 


If e’er thy breaft with freedom glow’d, 
And fpurn’d a tyrant’s chain, 

Let not thy ftrong oppreffive force 
A free born moufe detain, 


Of ! do not ftain with guiltlefs blood 
Thy hofpitable hearth ; 
Nor triumph that thy wiles betray’d 
Avprize fo little worth. 
* 





THE MOUSE'’S PETITION. 


The featter’d gleanings of a featt 
My frugal Meals fupply ; 

But if thine uurelenting heart 
That flender boon deny, 


The cheerful light, the vital air, 
Are blefiings widely given ; 

Let nature’s commoners enjoy 
The common gifts of heaven, 


The well taught philofophic mind 
To all compaflion gives ; 
Cafts round the worid an equal eye, 


And feels for all that lives. 


if mind, as ancient fages taught, 
A never dying flame, 
Still fhifts through matter’s varying forms, 


Aud every form the fame, 


Beware, left in the worm you crush, 
A brother's foul you find 3 

And tremble left thy lucklefs hand 
Diiludge a kindred mind. 


Or, if this tranfient gleam of day, 
Be a// of life we thare, 

Let pity plead within thy breaft, 
That little a// to fpare. 


So may thy hofpitable board 
With health and peace be crown’d 5 
And every charm of heart felt eafe 
Beneath thy roof be found. 


So when deftruction lurks unfeen, 
Which men like mice may fhare, 
May fome kind angel clear thy path, 
And break the hidden fnare. 
Mrs. Barbauld. 





